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slow progress, however, and time was flying; so at last Louis, Belle, and Tauilo elected to walk the rest of the distance, and left the canoe to
C------T------and me.    We got to Mali^ before
them, only to find we were so late that we had missed all the war-dances and a great part of the show; we should have been there by 9,30 had the boat been ordered and ready, but as it was, we, the advance-guard, did not arrive till after one. Was it not provoking? And even as it was, we had the best of it; for our poor walkers had to wade through three miles of black mud mixed with sharp stones, and I believe would have fairly stuck but for the help of Tauilo, who is an immense and very powerful woman; and who, when they did emerge, washed their poor feet in a stream as tenderly as if they had been her own babies.
Meanwhile C------ T------had taken  me to
Mataafa's house, and introduced me to the king, who rose from his mat, and received me with extreme cordiality, and had a chair placed for me where I could get the best view of all that was going on. He is a really fine-looking man with a delightful expression of benignity and great charm of manner; I never saw any one in any part of the world more simply courteous and dignified. He is also a very devout Roman Catholic, and it was odd to observe him telling his beads while he watched all that was going on; the contrast was the more curious, as it was
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